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: CRISISupon CRISIS, 
P OE M. 


Being an 
ADVERTISEMENT 
Stuck in the LIO N's Mouth at Button: 
And 


Addreſſed to » Dogtr — 


I have Experience dearly bought, 

Tou know 1 am not worth a Groat ; 
Then ſince you now have done your W orſt, 
Pray leave me where you found me firſt. 


— 


Quod te 17 5 Genium, dextramque, Deoſque Penates 
ers Obtetor, vitæ me reade priori. Hor. Epiſt. 


— — 


London, Printed for J. Alerpbew near Rene rs 
1714. Price 6d, + pul, 
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Criſis upon Criſis. 


S Temple Notes, not meaning Evil, 
Oft ſend their Clients to the Devil, 
Certain to find the Writers there, 

Pleading in Bumpers at the Bar : 

So I, in Neſlor's wooden Mouth, 

Am ſtuck, to tell the ſelf-ſame Truth; 

My Maſter, newly gone that Way, 

Expects his Friends without Delay, 

As ſure to find him writing there, 


As any Wrangler at the Bar ; 
What Hour he may return, 'tis odds, 
As when he us't to walk to Broad's : 


To fetch him out one Criſis came, 
I doubt a Catchpole, like his Name, 
| A2 For 


, 


Kind Fates avert: the Conſequence! 
For Neighbours talk, as if by Fits, 
He's oftner out than in his Wits ; 


24 


For round the Town h'ad made a Rout, | 
Search't ev'ry Creek to find him out, 
And led him ſtrait thro' Temple- Bar, 
(1 always fear'd his going there) 

Fam'd Houſe, old Neſtor's Face, the Sign, 
Invites his Gueſts to factious Wine, 

With Kit-Cat Friends in great Requeſt, 
To Plot or Sot, as they think beſt ; 
He keeps him Our there ever fince, 
Nay Out, *tis buz'd in ev'ry Sence, 


If this be true, what muſt become 

Of Lioneſs and Ce at Home? 
Where, out ſof Pence as out of Place, 
Commons like to be as {hort as Grace, 
Plenty will rarely ſhew her Face; Sy 
Beſpatter'd alſo by a Legioan 
That ſwear he's fir d the upper Region, 
ae 5 own Palace put in Flame, 
Heav'n guard the good Coœleſtial Dame 5 
1he Wretch no Way on Eurth can 199” 
But ban or I/ oſuvius burn; 


For 


[3] 

To try the Water, ſhould he dare, 
A Scylla or Charybdzs there, | 
But what has gall'd the worſt of all, 
And hurry'd Neſtor to his Fall 
Great Neſtor, who, deſpiſing Pelf, 
Thinks no Man witty like himſelf ; - 
Th' Examiner, that barking Reeve, 
Has us'd him worſe than any Dog, 
Whilſt T oy from ſome Cellar dark, 
Comes trotting after with Remark, 
With Jacob and the Scarlet Whore, 5 
Thus over-rid upon All Four, | 
Was almoſt ſcribl'd to the Tow'r, 2 


And fully to compleat the Farce, 
A Hundred more are at his A--ſe ; 


Like Porcupine he now appears, 

The Quills ſo ruſtle round his Ears; 
By Abel laſh'd too up and down, 
That common Poſt- Boy to the Town ; 
Was ever celebrated Wit 

Thus buffeted about a Pit ? 

The Hackney Vermin, by whole Sheets, 
All, — their T olls i in open Streets; 


B As 


[ 4 ] 


As when fierce Aper was deſtroy'd, 

So many Hunters are employ'd : 
Arachne's Nets, from Windows Top, 
Of Cobꝛweb made, for want of Rope, 

In Sun-ſhine plac'd, thus oft amuſe 
The poor unwary Hum and Bux, 

By Warmth decoy'd into a Nooſe, 
Where Catchpole Inſect, dire as Men, 
Drags the vain Flutt'rer to a Den, 
Which pois'nous in ſome Cranny lies, 
In Criſis fatal to the Flies: 

And may the merry Greex adviſe, 

In Times when witty to be wiſe. 
Agaiuſt this medly Crew of Men 

Bold Neſtor drew his daring Pen, 

Yet, cunningly enough, defign'd, 

To match theſe Warriors in their Kind, 
Brings all the Poſſe of Hu = 
For Rapine fam'd in Mautwhb's Wars, 
With Pagan Grandees on his Side, 

Or elſe moſt plaguely bely'd ; 

Not hard to get, tho' thought by ſome 
Far fetcht, the moſt were nurſt at Home; 


All 


[5] 

All vet'rane Chiefs, both true and hearty, 
For Plunder Sake, of any Party. 
As Sultan Grim, who, Sages tell ye, 
Was chriſten'd near the Dardanelli, 
That Country Garment, and his Face, | 
Suſpiciouſly beſpeak his Race ; | 
A T urbant wou'd his Head adorn, 
Wreath'd round with Caledonian Laune; 
Occaſionally form'd for Work, 
Or Renegadoe or a T urk. 
As Flint and Steele, when they conſpire, 
So join theſe Chiefs, in ſtriking Fire: 
And true as Dial to the Sun, 


Old Crimp is certain to make one, 
Where any Milchiet's to be done : 


A Jockey born, in Curb and She, 

Has run theſe Forty Years a C--te : 

Match him who dare, if nought be giv'n, 

The Odds will go as four to ſev'n, 

Unleſs at Home, and there All's even: 
For Heels and Fruth, alike they be, 
No Diff*rence, but in He and She ; 

Inn Weight s exactly both the fame, 

| That were they Pendant croſs a Beam; 
? Tis 


— 
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F 
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Tis ten to one, and choſe you whether, 


But fingle Hair will give it either. 
With ſuch experiencd Leaders, now 
Does Meſtor march to meet the Foe, 


Fluſh'd with the Wonders they ſhou'd do: 


Dreadful to look-on, but too hot, 

They burnt the Pudding to the Pot, 
Tho! well the Pot cou'd not boy] higher, 
For all the Fat flew in the Fire; 
Made ſuch a Stink and ſuch a Blaze, 
Both Town and Country in amaze, 
Whole Armies flock'd, and ſought about 
To find who made this Racket Route, 


Put all our Engines ro a Stand ; 
The Bellows in my Maſter's Hand 


Has caus'd Sufpicion ifithe Land, 

(Tho' Bellows but of common uſe, 
Either for Forge or Printing-Houſe) 
That they ſome ſecret Fire had blown, 
With evit Thought to burn the Town ; 


Which, beſt the good Loxd Oxprd knows, 


Who well rewards both Friends and Foes, | 8 


As Merit prompts, I do ſuppoſe; 


His 


8 
- 
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His Bounty Neſtor wou'd remove, | 
Who thanks him kindly for his Love, © | 
To StatelyHouſe, Iike Cattle built, "TY 

His Friends at Top in Cloaths all gilt, 

VVith Heads that have been wond'rous fine, 

To ſhew the Reſt where they may ſnine: 

But to be ſerious, as one can | 

At Funeral Farce of living Man, 

A Poet buryid his own: Way, 

So meaning to revive his Play; 

Howe'er the Comedy may prove, 
Ve Aclors ſuffer for his Love: 
5 This plaguy Criſe has put a Stop 
Io all the Buſineſs of our Shop, | 
| The Journey-Men that us to thrive, 
' Are hard put to it now to live; _ 
There's nothing ſeen but Diſcontent, 

In ſtricteſt Sence we all keep Lent ; 

Pray Heav'n we do not quickly ſhare 
The Fruit ofall our Faſting there ! 

An Advertiſer, faith and troth, 

I find, is now but little worth, | 
+ The Oates and Pendergaſts got Money, 
| Poor I, God help me! ne'r a Penny: 


To 


[3] 
To fuin Out-works too they fay, k 
And T owns demoliſh in a Day, 8 
VViſe Neſtor has conceivd a VVay: 
Earl M. ion ſo trumpt up the Maid, 
And was tlie firſt deflowr'd her Bed! 
By Project thus againſt Delay, foo 
Ve threw our ſelves juſt in the wk 1 
Demoli ſbd without Stop or Sta- 
In Peril thus, ebe - ue W. A 
VVhat are they to Debts and-Profon-7 
Cri/ts on Criſis, ſaye the Steeles !. | 
No ſooner In, tlian Out: at Hvels ; 5 


© 4 - 
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At Home was ever hatche ſuch VVork'? -* I 


* „ * 
% ” ' 


Here's Demolition with a Jerk! | - 
Stockbredge'and Dunkith beth. dae 
A Pox upon the Tory PF 6? 2d DIG 
VVas ever fiich'a'Crifir known? 
Too great; to be withſtood by oe l 
Tho' He accountable to) notte; 5 N 25 yt 
Five hundred wiſe Men with: 4 why not, Lt 
Are Odds, at Foot- ball, or in S nate; 
VVhere, Neſtor coming g oddly Im 
VVas ſent as 9 Our again," | 


x on * 
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By Reaſons weighty, ſo the Throng, 
Are repreſented Right or VVrong; 
For Money makes the Mare to go, 
7 As welt with High Cuuch as with Low ; . 
In ſuch Proceeding, nothing new, %. 4 


Vet (at Miſhap to honeſt Prue, „be 
No more in Fault than I or you, 11 


| VVhoſe Bed defil'd, paſt al Repentance, 
| Condemn'd toF lamexyby C Crab. Tree Sentence ; 


SH 


Her Lover too, turn d out a a= _ 
As Roger once in Daies of lor, 
No Wages due, hut thoſe of Sin z mt 5 4 1 
VVhat Houſe will let ſuch Beggers in? 


|. 


Hard Fate of F Iu no . 


P fe 
y ; Thus: Ci 5 i 8 Sox 1 7a Lat 
| <Quch h 100 50 05 8 Ire __ 5 N 
11 wwe tt Hough t he wou'd en in this ; „ 5 
The Trade tog fuxious | grey Fe to laſt, 1 0 
Our Cu omers came in to = 8 10 
Some Fi ty-T bouſand 1 57 "a; | 
Such Numbers wou'd ae the 9 Oy 
VVere they drawn up in fierce Ara; * 


By Battle to decide the Fray, 1 „ 
I know not who might get the Day. 
Sage 


Sage Nene Marein ber among, 
With Criſe to guide tlie Wan Throng 
Both, Pilots wulle at a Pinch, 
More known to Danger thren to flinch ; 
Yet skill'd in'travetfing the Boote, 
Which Leg put ih, and'Which EY 
(Either for Vicbory yo Rome,) 

Can tell; prepar 14 to ſtay or run, 
As Need deter mines thereupon; r 
Diſcreetly, aut or on Bopratus, 3 
Semper Iden. Alt puratur atur : OY 4 
This Art, dear hougfit, il Get from-fur 
Fore Die: in Low- Comrtr y War; Et: 
And, on Occafion Revolution, 

The Cauſe cau ſtin command Friend Heu- on ; 
Who got not half the Pence by Rhimes, 
As cleaning Boots in thoſe good Tinte 

Now one wou'd think fuch Folk as theſe; 
Might round the World jog as tlicy pleaſe, 
And without Doubt they thought to do, 

No leſs then Thoſe of Forty tuo; 
And Tit be, as once was ſaid, 
By Hero Chriſtian, ſometime dead, 
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„ 
That He, with Thouſands ten, cou'd go, 
This Iſland, aver, to and fro', 
Without the Danger of a Rope, 
And ask no Leave of Turk nor Pope; 
Then what a Crifis have we miſs'd ? 
Thouſands, Subſcribers in our Liſt, 
At leaft in Number five Times Ten, 
Fit to be military Men, 
Prepar'd and ready to obey, 
Diſpers'd and vaniſh'd all away. 
Why was our Leader not at Home? 


He, who ſo many Battles won, | 
That never in his Life ſaw T own, c 
But what he ſurely made his own ; 
Whoſe Fame has rent the Skies aſunder, 
The Earth too ſmall to hold his Plunder, 
And knew his Idols here at Stake, 
Their laſt Hope ventur'd for his Sake, 
But drops them allin Thornsand Briars ; 
Bewitch'd by Satab and the Friars ; 
- Has 


Dube rf 
Or why ſent Word He cou'd not come ? haribnreagh 
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Has left us poorly in the Lurch, 

To be devour'd by Corm'rant Clutch. 
Was ever Act ſo vile, ſo baſe, 

Since Devil (hit in piſb Face? 

Too late we ſmell out what's the Caſe : 
The Hero now, unus'd to Wars, 
Disbands for Sloth, his martial Cares, 
His Glory full, reſigns to Leiſure, 
Abounding both with Fame, and Treaſare, 
The Miſer's Cant, and Coward's Truth, 
(Too oft in Demi-Mars's Mouth) 

Have vainly led him to ſurvey _ 

The Land his Foes threw in his Way, 


Not his bright Courage in the Day; 
At Home not valu'd at a Groat, 


Vanquiſh'd in ev'ry Place he fought, 

For Manhood Pers'nal, and Renown, 

Leſs then the Bullies o'the Town, 

By very Tom, now piſs'd upon; 

Deſpis'd, and ſpurn'd by ev'ry Chit, | 

Cry'd out, and run, in open' Pit ; j 
| To | 


| 
| 


13] 
To hide his Money and his Guilt, 
Tho' not one Drop of Blood was ſpile; 
Where true bred Cock yet never trod, 
But wou'd have dy d upon the Sad. 
To prop this Fame, expos'd to Zur 
Is Neſtor Calf's Head without Brains; 
When fuch Apoſtate can deceive him, __. 
Tis Time for me to Tack and leave him, 0 
Eſpecially, now who perceive him: 8 
Since Argus Eyes firſt ſpy'd him out, 
He keeps within, nor dares peep out, 
Nothing taking, Nothing giving, og 
Likely to get us a Living, 
At ev'ry Turn now watch'd as cloſe, 
As ſly Grimalkin watches Mouſe : 
Both Wind and Tide thus a'ft the Beam, 
'Tis ſmootheſt driving with the Stream; 


Fit Criſe to leave off Neflor's Lyes, 


And Truth to Argus Advertiſe ; 
Argus, true Guardian of the Land ! 


Neffor, a red hot Fire-Brand ; 


| [ 14 ] 
A Sham-Pretender to a Name, 
The ſurer to have bred a Flame, iT 
Kept blowing with his Books and Bellows 
| Had Harp been hung, tho' on the Willows, @ 
| They'd made a Crew of merryer Fellows; ; 
But Jove be prais'd, now tumbl'd down, 
Who dreamt of nought but Forty 25 
Argus the Genius of our Iſle, aal 9p). 
Whoſe Glory makes the Muſes cnt, 
And ſhou'd theNymphs their Graces join, 
His Eyes wou'd make theirs brighter ſhine : 
Argus, who watches o'er the State; 
Has drove theſe Furies from their Seat - 
la Council wiſe, in Danger brave, 
To no mean Vice has ſtoop'd a Slave, 
Juſtice and Honour are his Friends, 
Inclin'd to no ſiniſter Ends, 
As Fortune does his Actions bleſs, 
Still humbler grows by their Succeſs ; 
To Friends moſt Kind, to Foes as Juſt, 
In all Things faithfull to his Truſt, 
With 


BY + 
* 
A 
= 
" a 
: 
* 
WY 
1 
. 
£ 
4 
. 
—- 7 
* 


CO OO” 


L 15.0 
Wich ev'ry Virtue elſe poſſeſs'd 
That can adorn a noble Breaſt, 
This fit Supporter to a Throne, 
So makes 1ts ſacred Rights his own, 
Ambition dares not ſhow her Head, 


For Fear His Eyes ſhou'd look her Ia; 


The Faction thus kickt out a Doors, 
Now ſculk about like Sons of Whass, 
And mad or drunk infeſt the Streets, 
Not many left that lie in Sheets; 
Too dirty to appear at Court, 
A cleanly Change thank Argus for't ; 
Where, late o'er-run by Kuigbts o'th' Poſt, 
Saint George again no rules the Roaſt, 
And ferrets their infernal Clubs, 
More private kept for Fear of Drubs, 
The Kit-Cat revel moſt by Night, 
Afraid to ſhew their Face by Light, 
And Button like to be undone, 2 2 : 
The Shop ſhut up, and Lion gone, 8 
That roar'd ſo loud of Forty one; 

8 E The 
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The Trade remov'd to Neſtor's Houſe, 

I doubt will not be worth a Louſe ; 

For who in's Wits will trudge fo far, 

At beſt to purchaſe dang'rous Ware, 8 

' Nay, kept perhaps by Criſis there: 

Reſolv'd my ſelf to quit this Place, 

And try my Fortune otherways ; 

But firſt engag'd, do Advertiſe, 

To Neſtor's Friends who deal in Pyes, 

Attendance at his Houſe is giv'n, 

From Number one to paſt Eleven, 

Where, to improve our foreign Trade, 

The new Dutch Bottom will be made, a 

Not old ones ſtampt, as has been ſaid; 

Bottoms to fit all Pyes of Faction, | 

And rouze their Eaters into Aton Ls 

The Whigs for ſure, in any Seaſon, © © © 

Shall never want one ſtuff'd with Trafon, 5 

Enough whenever they require, 

To ſet the Univerſe on Fire; 3 
All 


417 J 
All Sorts that ever Round-Head ſought, 
At Neſftor's Head may till be bought; 
But if for honeſt Cavalier, 
Such Bottom you muſt ſeek elſewhere : 
And having thus diſcharg'd my Truſt, 
[ leave my. Maſter Neſtor juſt woods. 
As rich as when he firſt ſurvey'd, 3 

| The Stone that Doublets oft has made, 8 
For Fools too buſie with that Trade, 
Which, Night by Night, has rackt his Brains, 
And will that Way, reward his Pains ; 
For Lord of Caſtle in the Air 
Is forc'd to clothe much thicker there ; 
And Coat lin'd through, Þoth Sides the fame 
For Warmth ; wou'd much increaſe his Fame; 
Such Suit! with him well to Wear, 


And long to lat hink matly a Year 1 
And ſo adieu dear Lion's Face, 3 


Accept this Kiſs, this laſt Embrace, 
In Pity to thy wretched Caſe: 


83 


In ſome vile Den condemn'd to roar, 
Thy Fate not worthy of the Tor. 


As Bacon s Head, in Dales of old, 
Time's fatal Period, once foretold; 
$0 Neftor's now, but made of Sterle, 5 
With Brains of Brafs, to ſound as well, 

The Criſis come, falls down at laſt, 


To tell the Whigs that, Time is Paſt. 
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